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LXXXVIL

PARIS, February 5, 1844.

You reproach me for my harshness, and,
perhaps, with some reason. It seems to me,
however, that it would be more just to say
anger or impatience. It might be well
enough on your part to think whether this
anger or this harshness be natural, or not.

Examine if it be not sad for me to find
myself incessantly at war with your conceit
and to see that it has the preference. I
confess that I understand not at all what
you say of your obedience, which puts
you in the wrong in everything and gives
you the merit of nothing. But you are
neither wrong nor meritorious. Recall for
a moment with frankness what you are to
me. You accept these promenades which
are my life; but the coldness which makes
me despair more and more, the pleasure
which you have in making me desire what
you refuse obstinately, may excuse my
harshness. Your pride is only a variety of
selfishness. Will you put aside some daypromenade which we missed
